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Your nails rake across my bare back, leaving angry red marks while | bury my face in your strawberry blond 


curls. 
| don't care about the pain, not when your scent of corn chips and musk fills my lungs. 


Your curls are soft as silk, and | feel the tresses pass through my fingers as my right hand encompasses 
your slim neck 


You growl, low and guttural where you're lying beneath me, the only garment you're clad in a black button 
down shirt. 


Funny thing, | already unbuttoned it for you. 


Your legs around my waist, spread wide and the prickle of course hairs brush against the skin of my hips. 
You've no idea how fucking bad | want you. 
Your eyes are burning, pupils blown wide and consuming the hazel irises, making them appear black as sin. 
If this is sinning, | don't mind going to hell. 


You arch your back, you stretch for me as In feel your ankles crossing avross the small of my back, pulling 


me in. 
Oh, is that so? 

You purr, fucking purr like a kitten and gone is the wild beast of a man that the public knows. 

My jeans are already fumbled open, hanging low on my thighs and suddenly l'm inside you. 

Oh. 

My. 

Fucking. 

God. 

You feel delicious, tight as if you were custom made for me, and | can't help but give you what you need. 
You're shuddering now, your nails digging into my flesh again as if they were claws or hooks to anchor you. 


| slide my tongue against your exposed collarbone, leaving a trail of saliva and tasting your sweat as my beard 


brushes your tender skin. 
Delicious, no other word is fit to describe you. 
You're begging me now, mumbling and whimpering for me to do it harder, give you what you need. 


Fuck, can | do that. 


l'm not gonna stop, and you don't want me to, not if the way your legs help pushing me deeper is any 


inclination. 


Your hand grabs at my short hair, slender fingers yanking it, and it feels damn good. 


Do you miss the long blond strands? 

Tough luck 

You scream, I've never heard that and it sends tidal waves through my body. 
Gonna cum. 

Gotta see your face. 


Your eyes are screwed shut now, rosy mouth with the pink plump lips hanging wide open and your face 


flushed. 

| spot the freckles scattered across the bridge of your nose. 

Fuck, you're delicious. 

| wanna eat you alive. 

| wanna crawl beneath your skin. 

You're getting tighter, and I'm getting there - getting there - getting there - gonna--- 
Oh fuck.! 

| love the way your thichs quake when you climax. 

The way you beg me to fuck you, to let me claim your body. 

You take it all, like the good boy you are, all in secret: 


You're mine now, | left my mark inside of you and we both know that's the way you like it. 


